\Vhat mnkcs your heart bent so;
Not cveta your own mother
Can know it as T know,
Who broke my heart for her
When the wild thought,
That she denies
And has forgot,
Set all her blood astir
And glittered in her eyes*

THE SCHOLARS

BALD heads forgetful of their sins,

Old, learned, respectable bald heads

Edit and annotate the lines

That young men, tossing on their beds,

Rhymed out in love's despair

To flatter beauty's ignorant car*

All shuffle there; all cough iti ink;

All wear the carpet with their shoes;

All think what other people think;

All know the man their neighbour knows*

Lord, what would they say

Did their Catullus walk that way?

TOM O'ROUGHLEY
'THOUGH logic-choppers rule the town,
And every man and maid and boy
Has marked a distant object down.
An aimless joy is a pure joy/
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